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The piib&c may not feel much interested in the 
Ustory of the deceased friend^ from whose jwi-t'f olio I 
have drawn these ^^ Few Verses;" but there is a kind 
of commumcatuni which bespeaks good humour from 
aU GEKTLB readers f and I have always thought better of 
a book when ifs author has previously condescended to 
make himself my compamonfor a few pages. 

I would have prefioied my friend* s name to this little 
vokimef but it would have done no good, '' You did 
not know him^ su^^-^nor indeed did you, madam;** 
ihey were not many whom he knewy and, from the bot* 
torn of my heartg I do not tMnk any body, but myself- 
XKSW Aim* Nat that he shunned society, or affected 
reserve; JM there was about him a certain constitu- 
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IV 

tional waywardness and irregularity^ wMck distanced 
common sense as effecttuiUy as solitude or artifice 
could have done. From the time he was Jifteen, the 
wise shook their heads, and declared that ^^ no good 
would ever come ofhimJ* 

He died too early to verify their kind opinion, but 
perhaps he has left to me the Julfilmefit of their pro- 
phecy. If he did no good, I, at least, never saw nmch 
harm in him j but then it is a sad thing that ^^ young 
men will iu>t kiuyw their own interest, and be friends to 
ihemselvesJ* 

His tastes and pursuits may he gathered with nwre 
predion from his verses, than from any thing which I 
can say of him. His friends sometimes believed that 
nature had not been a Iwrsh or sparing mother; but 
they ALWAYS good-hummiredly added, that he managed 
^^ tq throw away whatever talents he might possess :*' 
and for himself, he never cared to disprove their asser^ 
tUm. They would aUow him pUxyfubiess, but it was a 
pity he should be so ^^ frivolous j" he might have some 
elegance, but he could not help being sadly deficient in 
^^ ^mnd acquirement :** for they wouid taik something 



abend the CorinMan column, which hit aU it$ strength 
end utiUty thrcugh excess qf ornament. Once, 
indeed, somebody did call km '^ erudite ;** but it u)as 
pUmb/ a mistake, and he laughed at it heartHy. 

I never knew him otherwise than '^ in loce,*^ as it is 
caUed; indeed U seemed the state of feverish beir^ for 
whichnature had expressbffashioned hinu That he was 
not very successful may be inferred from the pUmtioe 
tone wMch rings through most of his amatory verses. 
His life afforded no striking events, for his walk was 
too humble, and too brirf; yet he abvays told me that 
be thought one season of it might afford groundwork 
Jar a story of some interest : how far he woidd himself 
have ventured to teU it, I know not ; anditisnotfor 
me to revive what is now dead with him. 

His Muse does not appear to luive been very prolific : 
I havepiAUshed nearly aU he wrote, excepting the 
translation of a Latin poem cf considerable length, which, 
if these minor verses get out of the bookseller* s hands, 
may perhaps succeed them. Though he finished so little, 
I believe he was always writing, or at least thinking 
poetically. The roof of a stage coach was his favourite 



Vi 

seat of ampontumy and an old gravel pit, in the glebe 
qf hif father^s vicarage^ Junrished many a stanza, tiU 
the squire of the parish diug it down; 

Among his papers I found a few copies of Latin 
verses, in a different hand vmting ; they certainly are 
not his oum, but they are, in my opinion, too good to 
be lost, and I haioe subjoined tliem, distinguished by an 
asterisk* I suspect their author, and wish he would 
haive given me more ; but it is one of the privileges^ of 
genius to be uvgust to itself, under the mask of per* 
verseness to others. 
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i. 

t^MALL his reward for long and weaiy pain^ 
Save what himself can on liimself bestow^ 

And little gaerdon is the Poet's gain : 
Few are the kindred breasts which seem to know 
The holy raptures of the soul's full glow. 

The freezing breath of cold and languid praise 
Nips in their birth the fairest £bwers that blow : 

Vain task those plants to rear in wintry days, 

Which scarce their buds unfold beneath Spring's' 
warmest rays. 

B 



11. 

For gentle and retiring is the Muse^ 

Unfit the thorny path of life to tread ; 
Nurs'd in the wanton sun and heaven's own dews. 

How shall she lift her sad and drooping head 

Where the dim fogs of earth's chill desart spread ? 
The silent plaudit of one willing smile. 

Which from aflTection's anxious lip is shed. 
The eye wMch chastens, yet approves the while,— 
These seeks the timid Muse, and these her course 
beguile. 

III. 

Such, dear inspirer of my early rhyme. 

Such was the kindling praise I drew from thee : 
Oft passed th' uncounted day iii mingted chime ' 

Of flowing undivided ooUoqUy, 

On all the lor^ of either pdeay ; 
While thou wOUldst bifl theiMtfse, who idly stray'd. 

And poiur'd her matin M^Uiii^ listlessly. 
Her scattered blossoms in <me chaptet hmA, i 
And draw the violet fi>tth frctoihed^rk poppy shade. 



IV. 
Then what sweet hope would rush upon my sight ! 

What joyous visions my rapt sense illume ! 
Of everlasting feant, and promise bright 

Of those immortal flow'rs which love to bloom^ 

Breathing rich odour round the Poet's tomb ! 
Oh ! may I from death's still and shadowy wing 

Snatch half my beings and avoid the gloom 
Which o'er forgotten names time hastes to fling ! 
Those not ignobly die^ who not ignobly sing! 
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V AiN is to me the low and mourning breeze^ 
Which swells the requiem of departed day^ 

Pouring sad music through the quiv'ring trees ; 
Vain are the far off sounds which die away^ 
And roimd mine ear in ling'ring murmurs play. 

Chaste, tranquil eve ! thy sweet and solemn rest 
Alone could never wake the slumbMng lay; 

Much nobler call, and far more high behest. 

Must fan the secret flame, and rouse the heav'n-bom 
guest ! 



11. 

What shall I call thee ? thxm, whose placid eye 
First on the cnuUe of my boyhood fell^ 

And stampM my future doom in infancy 1 
Thou^ who first shew'd me that aerial cell. 
Where, fiur from mortal ken, the Muses dwell ! 

There^ ever and anon^ a wayward child, 
Ltried to build the rhyme I lov'd so well ; 

With song the hours of idleness beguiPd, 

Poured many an uncouth strain, and o'er its rudeness 
smird. 

in. 

For much of tourneys, and of barons bold, 

Of spell-wrought feat, I knew, and mystic lore ; 
Of Him who to th' accurs'd his being sold. 

And Him, the matchless wizard, whom of yoie . 

To the foul fiend an earthly mother bore 5 
Nor less could tell the wand'rings of that knight 

Who from the monster's fangs his leman tore y 
Thrice sank the wond'ring day-star on their fight. 
And thrice the charmed flood restored his fallen might. 



IV, 

Whence is thy secret power>: sweet Poesy ; 

The hidden spell that binds my soul so strong ? 
Why ^mid my sorrows cani I fly to thee. 

And, rapt iii holy mysteries of song. 

Forget the cares which to dull earth belong ? 
It is not He, the bard of <;<Hirtly, ears, 

Nurs'd ^mid the busy hum and flaunting throng. 
That swells my* hppes, and solaces my fears ; 
What though, he ndse^niy smile, he cannot soothe my 
tears ! 

v. 

The polish'jd.Aumbers.of the f grotto shade 
Touch no r^pondent string of grief or joy ; 

At other f9unts, my weary course is stay'd, 

t Where, 'neath her moss-grown cell, the Naiad coy 
Wells foi^h the. spring, unstain'd by art's alloy j 

* Since these lines were written, the grotto shade has ceased to exist 
— AipBsam qoflerimas iniridi. 

^ ... Qnanto prsestantius esset 

Numen aquas, viridi si margine cinxerat undas 
Herha, nee ingenuum Tiohurant mannora tvphnm. 



To other days the rhymes I love belongs 

(Those lofty rhymes may no rude hand destroy) 
Where truth is twin'd the faery wreath among^ 
Fierce wars and faithftil loves^ the moral and the song. 

VI. 

Still, e'en in dawning manhood's riper age. 
These elder minstrels bid my bosom glow ; 

Oft will they lure me to their magic page, 
And viewless forms and airy fabrics show. 
And teach me shapes of other worlds to know ; 

And while I hear their inexpressive strain. 
Far fly the charm-bound fiends of earthly woe : 

Ah! ne'er may reason stretch her chilling reign. 

Unbind this " silken tye," or break this *^ silver 
chain !" 
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---, IRIX QUA, 81 PKOPIV8 8TES, 

TE CAPUT BfAOlS; ET QVADAM, 81 LONGIVS ABSTES^ 



1 HE rack, and wood, and fields and stream^ 
Are flickering 'neath the sunny beam > 
Above me is the heav'n of blue^ 
Beneath the boundless ocean's hue ; 
O'er sea^ and shore^ and moss^ and steep, 
The pleasure-wafting breezes sweep ; 
And onward nothing meets the eye. 
Save yonder gallant argosy. 
Stretching, scarce seen, its lingering way 
Beyond the forkings of the bay. 



How brrtly all ! how passing fair ! 
Safely the trarell'd man might swear 
That nought his wandering eyes had seen 
So mild, so tranquil, so serene* 
And yet, with fond and eager view, 
I turn, and other course pursue ; 
Catching, beyond the sea-girt strand. 
Dark glimmerings of a distant land, 
Mountains which fancy scarce can shape. 
Bold rock, and far projecting cape. 
And earth so mingled with the sky, 
Twere hard to tell the boundary. 

I know not if that tax off land 
Be some accturs'd and desart strand^ 
Where o'«r the mountain's summit bleak 
No sounds but of the tempest spedi. 
And the wild ocean's raving tide 
Lashes its never trodden side ; 
Perhaps that country of the storm 
Ne'er view'd the port of human form ; 
Perhaps it lies unsought, unknown. 
Some burning or some ftozen zone : 
c 
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Yet 'mid the soft and tranquil scene 
Of sea^ and sky^ and forest green^ 
I reck not these, but inly sigh 
That unacquainted coast to try. 

Oh ! if some cherish'd hopes destroy 
The tenor of thy present joy. 
And bid thee with inquiring view 
The onward vale of life pursue. 
Where on the shadowy distance move 
Fair undistinguished forms of love. 
And round the dim horizon press 
Imagined shapes of happiness ; 
Yet, stay awhile ! thine eye has stray'd 
To scenes which, viewed more closely, fade ] 
Take what thy pow*r may now command. 
All onward is— the far o£P land ! 
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1 H£ lengthen'd i^nd^ the desart tract of life^ 
Which bears no landmark but a drear old age^ 

No waters but the troubled stream of strife 
To cheer us on our weary pilgrimage^ 
And passion's fev'rish calenture assuage; 

Ah ! who can took on thts^ and bless the day 
Which bade him in these scenes of iKoeeagage ! 

1^0^ rather let him early steal away^ 

And stop his course ere yet he falls^ misfortune's prey! 
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And yet there are some thinly scatter'd flowers^ 
Which hud and blossom in this tainted air ; 

Nurs'd by the milder gales and softer showers^ 
The Violet rears her maiden honours there^ 
Far from the haunts to which rude steps repair. 

Sweet flower ! I love thy modest secrecy. 
And ever in my garland thee will bear ; 

Still unregarded by the idler lie. 

But still thy charms reveal to one adoring eye ! 

m. 

Oh ! let me find thy rich ai^d purfled flower 
There where thou liest, in some sequestered vale ; 

And I wiU shield thee from the winti^ hour> 
And b^ar thee to my garden's quiet pale^ 
And hide thy buds wheve no rude storms assail ; 

Then round the mos8-*growp stone I'll bid thee twine. 
Teach thee, at nightfUl clos'd, the sun to 1^1, 

And watch thy silent growth with carefril eyne : 

Oh ! come to me, sweet flower^ and let me call thee 
mine! 
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JFar Oaoatn tim tb^ ClsHe^ 



1 WISH my steps were southward ben^ 

And turnM agaiB to love and Thee ; 
For^ doom'd to this drear banishineiit. 

How can my stniggUng heart be free ! 
I count the hours^ which on their way 

For ever seem condemn'd to last ; 
How. slowly moves the coming day! 

How long, how weary was the past ! 
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The lasses shun me^ they suppose 

My heart is selfish^ duU^ and cold ; 
They little see the flame which glows 

For Her whose name is never told ; 
They do not hear the sigh which steals 

In secret anguish from my hreast ; 
They cannot know the pang he feels^' 

Whose woe is to himself represt. 



m. 



They lead me to the birks so fair, 

They lead me to the hawthorn sheen; 
Alas 1 the meads, when Thou art there. 

And only then, to me are green. 
If down the tufted bank I stray. 

Which overhangs the western tide. 
An inward whisper seems to say, 

« Thames flows far sweeter than the Clyde.' 
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IV. 



Oh ! wilt Thou, when we meet again^ 

Smile through thy tears of joy^ and say, 
^^ I too have borne my share of pain, 

^^ And linger'd on through many a day : 
" Since last thy tears were mix'd with mine, 

^^ No glow this blushing cheek has known ; 
^' These eyes have caught no glance since thine, 

" This breast has heav'd for thee alone." 



Haste, haste, ye hours ! if thus meet, 

Ye cannot fly too fast for love : 
How dull and leaden are your feet ! 

How laggard is the pace ye move ! 
I count the moments on their way. 

Which seem condemned for aye to last ; 
How slow appears the rising day ! 

How long, how weary was the last ! 
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I. 



W HEN Summer skies are past, and gcme 

The early sun, and lengthened day ; 
^en home again my steps shall turn. 

And blithely to the south away. 
For though the rose may then be fled, 

The daisy withered On the lea ; 
There blows, when all these flowers are dead, 

A fiEiirer flower than lUl for me. 
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II. 

By yonder distant stream it blows^ 

A gentle^ wee, and modest flower ; 
There's none so foir or sweet that grows 

By any stream^ in any bower. 
Thi^ dew that sparkled on its stem. 

When last I saw it drooping down. 
Was lovelier than a monarch's gem. 

Was richer than a monarch's crown. 



lU. 

For oh! that flower, that gestle ilower, 

Is she that's dearest to my heart ; 
And on it's stem dwt dewy sluiwer. 

The tears she shad when forc'd to part. 
I would not waste its sweets, or tear 

Its blossoms from the mourning spray ; 
But I would fondly linger near. 

And woo my kwely flower away* 
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TtCUM, VTINAM9 LONOA 80CIARXM TSMPORA WITM, 
INQOS TUO CAinBBT NOSTRA 8INBCTA tlNU ! 



I. 



V/H ! sacred is this hour to me. 

And holy this returning day. 
When first I saw the bonny ee 

Of Her I love so £Bur away ! 
The summer gale was passing by. 

And meekly rose the star of e'en. 
When first I heard the half-press'd sigh, 

Which stole her timid lips between. 
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II. 



That star again has shed its light 

Onjonder hi^ and western brae^ 
Though I have never heard this night 

Of Her I love so £Bur away! 
And yet^ in all his course, the sun 

But few who bloom so fair can sec ; 
1 know he cannot visit one. 

Though fiiirer &r, so dear to me ! 



ni. 

How weary *tb to watch his ray 

Slow risfaig firom the purpled sea^ 
And sigh to think another day 

But lights a desart world to me ! 
How sad to waste life's sweetest prime 

Still sickening for deferred joy^ 
To speed the lingering flight of Time> 

And all the present hours destroy ! 
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IV. 



Too soon some fleeting yean will tear 

The blossoms from this yonthAil tme; 
Nip all the bloom which now I bear. 

And I a witherM tmnk shall be. 
But ere the pride of Spring is fled. 

Were yon protectless ivy mine. 
How pleas'd my willing bonghs would spread. 

How fond her circling arms entwine ! 



V. 



While yet the summer ^n was high, 

Her love would yield me borrowed grace | 
And I, beneath the wintry sky. 

Would court more fondly her embraci^ t, 
And when the last overwhelming shower 

This torn and leafless stem shall beat. 
Her tears would make life's closing hour 

Than all id life itself more sweet ! 
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1. 



Y Es^ some there are who fondly tell 
With Hope what faerie pleasures dwells 

What visionary gleams of fear and joy ; 
And Hope be theirs ) but grant to me 
A fix'd and leaden certainty. 

Which, though it gives no good, y«t cannot good 
destroy. 
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11. 



For who is He that e'er has known 
Contending Passion's nobler tone^ 

Or bask'd in Fancy's gay and varying beam ; 
Who has not nurtur'd pleasing thought, 
GraspM all Imagination taught^ 

Believ'd in Hope^ and found that Hope was all a 
dream ! 



m. 



Seductive fiend ! in angel dyes 

Thy form is veil'd from searching eyes. 

Thou only source of pain with shape untrue ! 
E'en Care his wrinkled front displays. 
Her haggard form pale Fiear betrays. 

And Disappointment bares her withered arm to 
view. 
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IV. 



With parting day these sink to rest, 
Whibt thou, sole tenant of my breast, 

Scowl'st thy delusive smile upon my sleep : 
Why nightly thus my visions bless 
With goodly shapes of happiness. 

Pour pleasure on, my dreamis, and ]bid mfi wake to 
weep ! 



V. 



Yet, faithless one, in many an hour 
Fain would I woo thy soothing power. 

And cull the wreath thy trembling hands dispense. 
Grant me no future ill to know. 
Still draw the veil o'er coming woe. 

And steep in poppy dews sad*bodtng Prescience I 
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1 o u ask me why unaeeii I straj, 
And wistft tkt 3«ditaiy day; 
Why &r my wanderiiig path eztendsy 
From mirth^ and book^ and hooie^ and friends; 
Yon tell me LoTe alone can bind 
Such fetters romid the yielding mind : 
Ah! no; this heart doth know 
No joys like Love. 



95 



U. 



> 
Far from the vulgar ken I fly. 
To muse on H6r averted ijye j 
I turn from friends to think how She 
Has turned her alter'd cheek fix>m me ; 
Mirth, booksi and home — ah ! how can the^e 
The bosom's secret pang appease ! 
^^9 S^9 I <lo ^'^ show 
One sig9 of Love* 



III. 

It is hot' Love to chill and glow 
Idke wintry suns on beds of snow; 
To chase the stifled sigh with fear ; 
To dry before it fell the tear; 
And, last sad victory of Pride, 
In smiles this inward strife to ludc. 
Ah ! no ;. this caiinot flow 
From any Love. 
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IV. 

Tis Ix>ye to looiNte Raij^tureV rein> 
And dream of all that might Have been ; 
Give Fancy's eye unbounded scope^ 
Outitrip the fleetest win^ of hope ; 
St^l f&il^ tfnd still the course pitrsue^ 
And deem each wish of Passioh true. 
If so^ this heairt would kdo^ 
A genuiife JLove« 



Y. 

Mine is not Lav^ ; tfaid bfeast has Med 
Till every finer sense is dead v 
Mine is the craving bosocb'i^ void,- 
The joyless heart; and tmktnjctfii 
Engrossed by selfisK&dss alohey 
As weeds o'enihade ibe desart stoide; 
Ah! no; fdlltrdllkhdw 
I cannot ldve> 
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I. 



When I am lulled in I>eiiith's. long sleep^ 

As soon peachaps tthese eyea may, be> 
How very few mil turn to.weep^ 
Or cast one soJTOwing thought on me I 
Soon is the debt of oatward monming paid^ 
Soon springs the poppy 'neath the cypsess jhade. 



X 
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The winds which hurtle o'er my grate 

May breathe faint echoings of a sigh ; 
Around my turf the flowers that wave 
May shed their dewnlrops where I lie ; 
The plaintive bird, who waits upon the spring, 
May swell my requiem chaunt, and nightly sing. 



m. 

But hu«Vd for ever 'neath the clay ' 

Are the fimd words by Friendship spolen ; *» 
And dim to me is Heaven's own ray, 
The holy spell of Love is broken j 
I have not now the ONE who by my side 
Would pour the tear which never can be dried !, 
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IV. 

^sterious state ! I once had fear'd 

To tempt thine unacquainted shade^ 
The coach where no man's voke is heard. 
The cell no living steps invade ! 
I once had wishM youth's opening scenes, to try. 
Not unknown live^ nor unregarded die! 



I did not wish this head should bow 

So soon a nameless tomb beneath ;— 
The myrfle leaf is wither'd now. 
What care I for the laurel wreath ! 
Ck>me,Thou dreadPower,whichevertread'st more near, 
Coine when thou wilt, I hail thee without fear ! 
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TO. 



..... IToyoi xoivM Xoym, 

MVf ttff B» »fJi^9 . - . . - 

^Msaxf^M^Tflu 9iwrr», cppMrrou x^l*^f 



W HAT piercing uludek^ wh^t ^ of wildl affig^ht 
Chides the dull silence of unbroken night ? 
Cold are the drbj^ whidi ithese moist limbs bedew^ 
I unke .to^weep^ I slept io dieam of You. 
Methou|^t the wfill*>known stream before me flow'd^ 
While languid breezes o'er its current rode ; 
31ow-wheeling sank the sun's autumnal lay^ 
And twilight meekly stole on parting day ; 



ifi^.^- 
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No sound was heard^ save when the rivev side ' 
Beat back the * minute ripplings of i4s tide ; 
No light, save Hesper, glancing on the stream^ 
Pour'd the mild lustre oi his dewy beamv 
Thus oft hefore^Hsb ! no, how chei^d the view^ ' 
How varied now from that which once I knew 1 
I did not pause upon the pausing eye,. 
Meet look with look^ or mingle sigh with sigh ; 
I did not gaze on Fancy's glass to see 
That all was Love, as Love was all to me. 
Silent and slow by that wide-water'd green, 
I wander'd forth to weep, alone, unseen :— - 
Alone ? ah ! no, my own sad thoughts were there ; 
Unseen ? thine eye is never clos'd. Despair ! 

I saw, in Fancy's vivid colours warm. 
E'en now again I see the much-lov'd form : 
I heard once more the warblings of that tongue. 
Ah ! who could fly them, while the syren sung ! 
Her cheek's warm glow, her sigh but half repress'd, 
Her eye's soft lustre, seeming love confess'd : 



* '< With minute dropf from off the eaves.*' 

// Pemento. 
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False^ flMtmg sliimber! why my tears renew ? 
So lovely ionce she smiPd^ and not more true. 
Is there no dTe$m which ceases to beguile > 
No sleep which wears not a delusive smile ? 
No lasting slumber of unfeignM i^epose ? 
No couch aa which the tear-drop never flows I 
Cease, cease, perturbed spirit, to repine ^ 
Hiere is that oouch^ that sleep will soon be thine. 
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Beai^mu' 



LS RAI80NNBR TRISTBHBNT s'ACCRBDrfB $ 
Ofl COURT, HBLAt! APRBt LA VRRITB : 
AH ! CROTIZ UOl, L'BRRBOR A SON MBBITB. 



1 DO not woo thy power, dread Queen, 
Stem mistress of the frowning mien ; 
With busy step, and onward eye. 
To those who bow before diee, fly ; 
Nor let thy chilling influence bind 
The high and uncontndled mind« 

* Schiller has written a celebrated Ode on a similar subject. 
F 



34 

Haste thee to those who love to trace 
Mechanic laws for Time and Space^ 
And prove that undiscover'd force 
Which guides the wandering planet's course : 
O turn to those ; but leave to nm 
Unfettered Nature, wild and free, 
High on her universal throne. 
Distinctly seen, but dimly known. 

Leave me those dreams which they of old 
The wise of other days have told. 
Pouring through all Creation's range 
Mysterious form, and being strange. 
Oh ! do not say yon glorious Sun 
By Gravity's dull law can run ; 
Or think a cold and lifeless ball 
Sheds heat, and light, and life o'er all. 
Saw ye the downward wheels of n^fat 
Fly fast before the dawning light ? 
At first what silv'ry gleam it throws ; 
It blushes now— €md now it glows—- 
It rises higher — 'tis brighter still — 
It tops yon golden-skirted hill — 



35 

And now it flings a certain ray- 
It is^ it is the Lord of Day ! 
How soon the gentle herald star 
Grows pale before his gorgeous car ; 
And bears to climes still veil'd in night 
Glad tidings of approaching light ! 
How quickly o'er Heav'n's azure zone 
The fiery-hamess'd steeds have flown | 
And brooding o'er the twilight pale^ 
Snufi* freshness from the ocean gale ! 

So deem'd the Sage^ till foiling night 
Pour'd other wonders on his sight : 
Each star whose lusti| o'er him play'd^ 
Once liv'd^ some Hero^ or some Maid; 
Each beam of midnight's silv'ry throng 
Was hallow'd by the Poet's song ; 
Here bc%ht with borrow'd gems was seen 
The chaplet of the Gnossian Queen ; 
* Here wept the sister stars^ and here 
Orion pois'd his glittering spear. 
To the worn seaman's sleepless eye^ 
The Twins auspicious light supply ; 

* TheFleiadefe. 
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And oft he thought his bark secure^ 
Stccr'd by the goiding Cynosure. 
Or when the swart and fiery North 
Pour'd all his legion'd meteors forth^ 
And o'er the ruddy fiice of heavien 
Flash'd the dread brand of midnight lerin ; 
His wondering eye imagin'd then 
Embattled shapes of armed men^ 
And saw in wild confusion hurlM 
The warriors of another world ! 

Breath'd there a gale of softer mood ? 
Twas Zephyr who his Flora woo'd. 
Did clouds the dark'^ed sky deform ? 
Jove wing'd the bolt, and urg'd the storm. 
l/ntutor'd in Refraction^s law, 
The many colored bow he saw. 
And deem'd that Iris o'er the skies 
Trac'd with light hand her fleeting df^ 1 

How chang'd the scene ! with piercing gleam 
Truth flings her scientific beam : 
Rent is the veil ! and light unbless'd 
To Nature's inmost shrine has pressed ! 
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For us no Naiad wells her tide ; 

No Wood-nymph decks the forest side : 

With backward steps the mighty Pan 

Has left his haunted groves to man ; 

Hush'd is the warning voice which broke 

In murmurs fiom Dodona's oak ; 

And 'neath the dark Cumoean cave 

To us no frantic Sibyls rave. 

Now Earthy by hidden influence bound. 

Spins ceaseless in its dizzy round ; 

And orbs on lifeless orbs arise. 

To chase th' immortals from the skies ! 

These are thy triumphs, mighty Queen 
Thine is this dull material scene ! 
To Fancy's faerie visions blind. 
Stem Reason chains the fetter'd mind. 
And turns its eneigies alone 
To what is prov'd, and what is known ! - 



L-^ 
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J»on8. 



I. 

IjAssiB ! you could love me well ! 

I know it by your sparkling ee : 
Why then will you never tell 

That which all the world can see ? 

11. 

Lassie ! you would fain be mine ! 

I see it by your cheek's warm glow : 
Why then do your lips decline 

That which ev'ry look must show ? 
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m. 



Who could view that sparkling eye. 
Who could mark that kindling cheek. 

See thee, and control the sigh ? 
Hear thee, and forbear to speak ? 



IV, 

Here's my heart, an honest heart. 
Warm, though 'tis I who tell thee so ; 

Take it then, and ere we part. 
Smile, and bid roe never go. 
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;;^tora* 



1 SAW my Flora's hands intwine 
The tendrils of the cluster'd vine j 
Deep blusVd the grape's impiirpled skin 
With rich and hiscious draughts within : 
She press'd the juice^ and laughing eried^ 
Quaff^ freely quaff the racy tide ! — 
I knew its power^ and tum'd to sip 
A milder nectar from her lip ; 
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But when^ alas ! from wine could flow 
Such madd'ning dreams as now I know ! 
Who could have drainM from any bowl 
Such sweet ebriety of soul ! 

She blushMf and bade me roses seek^ 
Then shamM them by her glowing cheek. 
She loosed the simple zone which bound 
Her bosom's love-inspiring rounds 
And ever^ as it rose and fell^ 
Seem'd with her laughing eyes to tell^ 
Though fair yon snowy ifewers appear^ 
Tlie lily's native bed is here. 

My willing steps the wanton led 
By many a rich and fragrant bed^ 
Where amid livelier tints' was seen 
The laurel's stayed and sober green. 
Seductive fair ! I would not now 
With victor wreaths intwine my brow; 
Mine he ihe less ambitious braid 
With ^ora 'neath die myrtle shade ! 
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yolinavte. 



Take hence the hcml thine hafiA foevtow^d 
When pore the tide of rapture flow'd ! 
Take hence the havd M would not d^itn 
It's ridi andneetar^d jtttee againi 
"^or though the brim in joy be dy'd, 
The lees of BomMT hnrk bdiidet 
And sad and fev'rish b the dream 
Of him who quafis that treach'rons stream. 
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Oh ! hide the cheek which cmtiot show 
The rose's pufe and mamidg glaur; 
Say not it^tr tinge iff still the smiie^ 
The tear is guilty ihe Unsh is riiame ! 
I thought that simple ribband pressed 
A simpler heart, and softer breast ; 
But bind the zone ! I would not see 
A bosoni that is dead to me ; 
I cannot think the lily fior 
When ev'ry skier's hand is there; 

Lead not my. steps those flowers beside. 
Their hlomn is Withered, gone their pride : 
The noon-day sun hi^ radiance threw. 
And drain'd their sweets, and quafiPd their dew; 
And now their drooping heads betray 
The fervonu' xrfhis wanton ray. 

The myrtle too, which twin'd around 
Our bower, and hid its hallow'd bound; 
The myrtle which has seen me lie 
With quivering lip, and tranced eye. 
Hanging enamour'd o'er the cheek 
Wh^e joy and passion lov'd to speak, — 
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Where is it now ? what star has shed 
Sad influence on its leafless head ? ' 
What blast malign has dar'd invade 
It's dear and consecrated shade ? 

Away ! away ! the laurel now 
Must wreath again this aching brow. 
And will it soothe the bosom's heat ? 
Pluck rooted Memory from her seat ? 
And hush the half-unwilling sigh ? 
And chase the tear^ and close the eye? 
Ah ! no^ the poppy flower must bind 
That head which once the myrtle twin'd« 
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H^o^iittg <!Ktem 



JlIb who loves but once alonej 
Love's fall power hath never known : 
Only he true bliss can tell^ 
Who often loves^ and always well. 

When first the new created Sun 
Began his morning coarse to ran^ 
He pierc'd with pale and dabioas beam^ 
. The slnmber of some nameless stream ; 
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Or onward as his chariot roird^ 

Tipp'd some lone mountain head with gold. 

Till pacing from his Eastern gatey 

Sublime he rode^ in lordly state. 

And flung, in plenitude of day, 

The glories of b}$,nopnl9de r^. 

Then heav'n, and earth, and sea, and sky, 

Teem'd from the fiery source on high ; 

Wide rang'd the God o'er wood and hill, 

Warm'd every rock, quaflPd every rill. 

And NatUDe's umyersaL^»me 

* Drank life and gladness from his flame. 

So the fond youth but yields in part 
To the first rifler of his heart : 
But when once^he^bi^eaks above 
The twili^it^<^hisr mormng lov^ 
Soft is every hand keypresses, .r ; 

Dear each l^his^lip^caresses, 
Ev*ry cheek, and ev'ry eye. 
Lap him in-swee^pfaantasy. 

* ** The langbing flowen which ^rouQd th.eml>low> 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow." 

Gray's Jhrogress ofJPlfesy. 



^BM 



47 

Then^ only then^ the trembling boy 
Feels the whole fury of his joy I 

Evening falls and Phoebus leads 
The slow marc3b of his downward steeds ; 
Shorn is now that garish ray 
Which blaz'd in psttp atid pride of day ; 
And sweeter far, though far less bright, ' 
Plays his mild and soften'd light, 
(lingering, ere it sinks to rest, 
On some green island in tbe West. 

* Half-queneh'd in life's hst ebbing stream, 
Thus shines true Passion's chasten'd beam, 
And throws its steadiest parting ray 
On all it loir'd In noontide day^ 
Collects the radiance of it's iues. 
And glows, and warauH as it eacpires. 
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9ii&tasm 



for 



WL0\rins H^m 4^lg. 



JtlB who loves entranc'd to gaze 
Upon midnight's sapphire blaze^ 
Would he turn one star to see^ 
Though that one might Hesper be ? 
Yesj when in loneliness of night 
Quench'd is the hlaze of sapphire lights 
When half-dropt foot^ and poised tread 
Speak doubtj and weariness^ and dread; 
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If haply o'er the clouded sky 
One beam should for a moment fly, 
Should Hesper glimmer ftom afiEu*, 
He then will bless that single star ! 

Eire the soft gales of Spring are neai^ 
We cooit the firstlings of the year ; 
If, stealing 'neath the covert stone. 
The Violet bloom, half hid, half shewn ; 
Or linnet from the leafless spray 
Chaunt her solitary lay ; 
How dear that lone and maiden flower ! 
Within that single note what power ! 
But soon as wanton May hath shed 
Rich garlands ftom her wreathed head, 
When field, and vale, and grove difiuse 
Their mingling sweets, and varying hues, 
And, wide as distant sight can range. 
Earth lives in universal change. 
And, far ar sound can float along. 
Great Nature hymns her general song ; 
Where dwells the ear ? where rests the eye ? 
On all, on each, on earth, on sky ! 

H 
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Fled is Spring? is Summer fled ? 
Hath Autumn drooped her Tine**wrei^h'd head > 
Doth sullen st<»in^ and north blast deep 
Proclaim sad Nature's wintry sleep ? 
Sweet virgin flower ! e'er Spring began. 
Her sultry course ere Summer ran. 
Ere Autumn-s lingering step wkhdrew, 
I lov'd thy modest tint of Uue. 
Where art thou AQw? thy widow'd stem 
Hath shed it's rich and pturple gem ; 
Where art thou ? had I cuU'd thy pride. 
Ere Winter chill'd, or Sununer dried. 
Thy momiiig hues, thy noon-^day bloom. 
The fragrance of thy night perfume. 
Thy birtb, thy progress^ thy decline. 
Thy parting sweets, had all been mine ! 

Oh! may I, ere the Summer day 
Of fair-fac'd Youth has pass'd away. 
And Age with scanty fingers A^ 
His wintry tresses on my head. 
Oh ! may I from the flaunting pride 
Of the deck'd garden turn aside ; 



And in some far removed cell. 
Yet not a lonely being, dwell ! 
There the sweet single star shall gleam 
The gentlest influence of it's beam. 
And guide Hic with a steady light 
Through the dim mist of gathering night ; 
There, too, for me the maiden flower 
Shall spring, lov'd inmate of my bower, 
Grace me while living by it's bloom. 
Nor droop till it intwines my tomb. 
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€^t iMmvu 



JURAVI QUOTIB8 REDITURUM AD LIMINA NVNQUAU, 
CUM BBNB JURAVI PES TAMIN IPSB REDIT. 



I. 



1 THOUGHT that Love's once brcADen chain 
Would never bind this heart tiffin ; : 
I thought I ne'er should heave the s^ 
To glowing cheek, or answering eye; 
And were these chilling fiancies true ? 
Ah ! who can teU me thia-*-but You ! 
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II. 

nVas You who bade my bosom know 
In boyish age no bojrish glow j 
Drew down my cheek in earliest years 
Affection's first and purest tears ; 
And when we guess'd not at ifs name^ 
Awaken'd Love's unconscious flame. 



m. 

Still in succeeding days of youth 
I woo'd You with the soul of truths 
With all that innocence could lend^ 
Widi>warmth which never could offend^ 
Withiuth which sought no &lse disguise 
From painted words^ or borrow'd sighs. 
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IV. 



I will not say what darker scene 

Has passM these ripened years hetween^ 

Nor o'er the heartless story run 

Of clouds which dimm'd our summer sun : 

Ah ! .who would tales like these renew^ 

Who tum'd again his steps to You ! 
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€^9(ta^4 



1 HE sours best gifts, with polish'd Icnre combined. 
Quick play of Fancy, with strong grasp of Mind, 
All Thought could teach, all Genius could inspire, 
All Wit could prompt. Benevolence desire. 
Each grace which Virtue*s mildest form could lend. 
Faith to secure, and Warmth to gain the Friend ; 
Such are the seeds of Nature's best design. 
Ah ! could Jwe add, such **»*«*» sHU are Thine ! 
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AD AMICUM. 



JMiTTo tibi * plenum quod toUat ab igne lebetem, 

Detiahat et calido fervida vasa foco : 
HflBc tu non poteris per te deducere flamm&, 

Sed poteris nostrft forsitan usas ope. 
Sepe eflusa prius trepidant! e guigite lympha est^ 

Aut nigram efiecit nigra favilla manum; 
Vel si eharta novas tentavit inaniter artes^ 

^t quae vix poterat posse coacta fuit, 

• Anglkc— KetUe-holdeE. 
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Sepe avalsus ibi est * Tadiorom m]rsticus ordo^ 

Uritur et magicis pagina feda notis ; 
Flebile ! s»pe etiam peregrind cannina flammft^ et 

Musa indigna perit^ nee perit igne suo. 
Ast Tu^ quando olim precinctas vimine lymphas^ 

Et Cam! salices destituisse juvat^ 
Ne'tamen amittas parva hffic donaria^ habebunt^ 

Si sit amor^ pretium munera parva suum. 
Sic^ cum casta Fides^ et non indebita vota, 

Stravit et optatos sequa Puella toros, 
Fors quoties ineat repetitos Nympha labores^ 

Et grat» instauret sacra diuma The»^ 
Ipsa^ simul gemitus imo de pectore ducat, 

Fervidus et querulo strideat ore lebes, 
Gandeat ipsa tui contingere munus amici, 

Ne niveft, indignilm, comprimat sra manu. 
Tu saltern, cum man^ vides, et vespere, ahenum. 

Sic nostri, et mane, et vespere, vive memor. 

* Charte figurU qoibusdAn Mathematicis inqainats et oooiaparcateit 
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♦ IN FAVOKIUM THRENODIA. 



^ iL movet hunc animum fsLcHi quod subrubet ortu 

Mane^ quod augurio Sol meliore nitet ; 
Nil movet alituum quod amor resonantia mulcet 

Prata^ quod et vernas explicat annus opes. 
Me desiderio long^ diversa morantur^ 

Me sensim lento macerat igne dolor : 
Pectore de madsto cadit imperfecta voluptas^ 

Saucia mens aliis posse vacare nequit. 

* Gnii caimeii fonebre Latin^ redditnni. 
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Ast aliis Aurora magis felicibus instans^ 
In nova l»titiie munera quemque vocat : 

Ast aliis solitos tellus dat provida fructus^ 
Et sociam solito cantu avis urget avem. 

Nos tamen in surdas questus demitdmus aureft^ 
Qaodque sit incassum fit naagis inde dolor. 
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* AMOR PERENNIS. 



X jBNARios inter stat myrtea sylva recessus^ 

Sacra iis quas durd tabe peredit Amor. 
Hic^ male celatas etiamnum £Eussa calores, 

Ardet Amazonium Cressa noverca ducem. 
Hie laceros nudata sinus, et volnera monstrans, 

Certa nimis Cephali spieula, Procri, doles. 
At parte ex alii Troas flet Dido receptos, 

Dardanaque in subitam carbasa versa fugam. 
Quam circum Evadne, revolutaque temina C^ems, 

Questaque Nessseos I)eineira dolos. 
Hos omnes idem ardor agit, miserasque per umbras 

Regnat, inextinctus morte, perennis Amor. 

* 

* iBaeid, VI. 44d. 
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AMICITIJS VIS. 



OBCBSS0 ^acides laptam Briseida mussans, 

Excidio Troj» debita tela negat. 
Nulla movent animum peritune incendia classis, 

Missa nee Hectored flammea tseda m^u : 
Nil prece Amyntorides^ monita nil suadet Ulysses^ 

Ipsa nequit puemm flectere Diva parens. 
At cadit Actorides alienis csesus in annis^ 

Inque toruni, noctu^ flebilis umbra redit. 
Unum I109 ferre nequit^ sed amici sanguinis ultor^ 

Mynnidonas resides in nova bella vocat. 
Vincere quern nequeunt Danai prece^ Pergama flammisj 

Hunc socii funus vi propriore domat. 
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ANACREONTIS AD COLUMBAM 
ODE LATINE REDDITA. 



JJic^ chara ante alias et amabilis una columbas^ 

Die, chara, unde velas, et unde lores - . 
Depluis ambrosios, halantibus undique penni» ? 

Die chara, et domim fttere hcHnen/' 
Teius ille suo me misit, amice Bathyllo, 

Omnes qui sibi vindicans amores, 
Omnes imperio premit, et moderamine flectit. 

Illi Cypria me dedit puella. 



Quam priius exigui pretio placaverat hymni. 

Et jam fida minbtra Anacreontis^ 
Qiias domini tabulas, que non suspiria porto. 

At noster mihi libera vagari 
Gratus ob obsequium promisit^ non tamen unquam 

Talem perfida deseram magistrui!n. 
Quid juvat aSrios montes superare volatu^ 

Aut ilicibus insidentem opacis 
Nescio quid strepitare^^t agresti vescier uvft ? 

Ah quanto potius, tuis in ulnis 
Chare senex^ placid^ requiescam ; crustula morsu 

Furtivo h digitis trahens magistri : 
Aut labiis mustum exsugam^ aut qu» pocula cautus 

Prsegustaveris^ admovebis orf • 
Forsan et inde calens^ parvas saltabo choreas^ 

Titubans ebria passibus tenellisj 
Donee fessa choro tandem vinoque quiesco. 

Turn penn^ dominum tegens amic4 
Fida coines lateri plectrum super obdormisco. 

Sed quas garrio fabulas aniles ! 
Hospes abi^ ne dum sermonibus occupor^ ips& 

Me pic& fecias procaciorem. 
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ACADEMIA PUELLARIS. 



JlsT domus ad ripas Thamesis bene nota, Minervani 

Qui minimi invitam^ multa puella colit. 
Gallica pars elementa petunt, Italosve susurras^ 

Dantque rudes labio deficiente sonos. 
Hanc acus^ aut diducta euli retia filo^ 

Aut picti exercet grande tapetis opus. 
Ilia leves curat choreas^ vocemque, lyramque^ 

Aut ^igmenta habili scit variare stylo *. 

• Amiculai eruditiores Udmonere voLnmus qaod Don ex inciirii ratio 
tuec metrica oocnnit 
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Doctior hsec pauld sphaeram contingere gaudet, 
Cffilorumque avidft signa rotare manu. 

Ast alias ndis numeranda tabella figuris, 
Literaque exemplo iida notanda tenet. 

Caique suus labor est, tenerse et mens prona puetl» 
Quodlibet ad studium flectitur apta sequi. 

♦ 
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♦ CARMEN ANGLICUM GUALTERl 
SCOTT LATINt; REDDITUM. 

Mas^ mea Cralla^ rosas^ parva hasc munuscula Florae^ 

Qualia vere novo spont^ repandit humus^ 
Accipe ; sunt muros inter nutrita cadentes 

Csesaris unde Aquilas Roma volare dedit. 
Non ibi^ belligeris decus addere sueta capillis 

Fronde triumphali laurea baeca viret 5 
Inde tamen carpat florentia serta viator, 

Quae Tibi vel poterunt, Galla, decere comas. 

♦ 

• Take these ilowen, which, purple waving, &c. 
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